THE RENDEZVOUS
VER since four o'clock Quinette had been continually tempted to walk down to the nearest corner and buy an evening paper. But he resisted this temptation; both because he did not like to leave his shop, and because he did not want to do anything which might strike his neighbours as being in the least out of the way; and also, perhaps, by way of schooling his impatience.
His preparations for going out took a little longer than he had expected. He devoted unusual care to them. Never had he been so particular about seeing that he was all in order, not forgetting his electric belt; that everything was in its right place in his various pockets ; that his shop was properly closed up and locked up.
It was twelve minutes past five before he was out in the street. (His watch was always regulated with extreme exactitude. He even went so far as to adjust his minute-hand into accordance with the second-hand.)
" Here I am, late already/* he said to himself. " Stupid of me. Still, whether I'm late or not. . "
When he reached the M&ro station, he bought a paper; but he did not open it until he was in the train. A hasty, preliminary glance at it did not disclose what he was looking for. He looked over the paper again more slowly. Nothing on the front page. It was true that the political news took up nearly the whole of it. Nothing in the last-minute news. He scanned the rest of the paper, column by column. There was no important local news. A train in collision at
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